On high, the dazzling snows of Kashmir,
And beneath them the black rock-ridges,
Crowned with their sombre pines.

Along the lake-margin

A kingfisher flashes, blue wings, yellow bill,

Orange breast:

Over all, the deep blue dome of the sky.

In all this profusion of colour, this wealth of beauty and

joy,

Thy praise is proclaimed,   O  Father,  Thy praise  is
proclaimed.

FATHER, we thank Thee to-day
For the essential underlying goodness
Of human nature.

We thank Thee that simple faithfulness and courage,
Kindness and love,

May find an echo, rouse a generous response,
In every heart:

We thank Thee that thus patiently and surely
Thou workest out Thine own unfailing purposes,
Thou buildest in the hearts of men
That Kingdom of Thy truth and love
For which Christ lived and died,
For which Thou callest us to live and die.
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